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Night Bird 


Author's Notes: 
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The sun was slowly going down beyond the horizon. The air was pleasurable on this evening. A lot of people 
were walking in the streets and the port. Most of them were rich and noble gentlemen and ladies. Their 
perfection, their smell, their cleanliness were irritating the Vereenigde Oostindische Compagnie's Captain. He was 
watching the ramblers enjoying the beautiful sunset from his ship deck. He rarely put a foot to the land, 
prefering drinking wine alone in his cabin, rather than merging himself among the crowd in a tavern. His 
reputation preceded him everywhere in Amsterdam, to the point where some innkeepers had raised the drinks 
prices, to make sure he wouldn't stop in their tavern. He was the type of men you don't want to get in trouble 
with. You could easily guess who was responsible for a fight with the most tenacious and burliest sea dogs 
when the VOC was tied up around. Those baroom brawls happened each time the Captain Droomers decided to 


follow his seamen. 


Even if he was tired and not in the mood for a binge, he thought about the next day, when he and the others 
would have to leave the harbour, to sail to the hot waters of India. Perhaps having some fun wouldn't be that 


bad. 


"Captain, we know you don't like mob, but if you want to join us for tonight, it would be a pleasure. We've got 
this round." 


"Of course you have!" he answered with a laugh. 

He sighed and stood up straight. He couldn't stop wondering why his sailors were nice to him. His trust in the 
other people was shaky, so he directly supposed that their goal was to turn him gaga and have less work. But 
Dennis Droomers was not a young patsy, he had killed more than an executioner, and for much less than a 
little infraction He always chose younger seamen. The height, the weight, the tattoos didn't matter, but 
intelligence and experience could cost him a mutiny. Blind obedient men. That's what he needed. He followed them 
along the port, to a popular inn called "The Old Turtles". 

The inside of the building was not so different from the others. There was about twenty persons drinking and 
eating at the tables. Some places were still free in front of the counter. Behind it, a tall bald but bearded man 


was wiping an enormous glass. 


"Good evening, gentlemen. What will you have? Today we serve a delicious onion soup, with a beer pint for five 


florins.” 

"I think I'll have your soup and a beer, please." replied the first sailor. 
"Same thing." added the second. 

"What about you, sir ?" 

The Captain hated when someone didn't call him by his title. He silently grimaced and leaned against the bar. 
"ll take a Whisky, the most well-seasoned you have." 

"Ah, I'm sorry sir, we've been running out of it since yesterday." 
"Maybe you should take a look to your cellar." 

‘I'm pretty sure we don't have a drop anymore." 

"| said | wanted a Whisky. And | want it now." 

ole Lae) 


"In your place, | would think twice before calling the man in front of you "sir" once again, am | clear?" 


The barman, feeling his patience leaving him, put the glass on the bar so forcefully that he almost broke it. 
"Listen, you little cheeky pussy, l'm not your slave, whoever the fuck you are." 
The two young sailors were about to warn the bald man but Droomers stopped them with a gentle hand sign. 


"I think you're just a lazy bartender, jealous of my amazing hair. I'm surprised you didn't shave one of your 


waitress to replace your butt scalp. And .. lim not talking about head hair, if you know what | mean" 


The musicians were still playing, even if they looked quite worried about what was going on with the boss and 
this weird customer. As for the other patrons, their talking point quickly started to gravitate around the 
unknown captain and his whims. 


"Sir, we have to warn you that our captain unsheathes easily.” 
"This whiner is a captain? Let's see." 


The barman grabbed Droomers by his collar, using only one hand. What a mistake! The long haired man seized 
his dagger and sank it deeply in the other hand of his enemy, who immediately let him go, shouting like a dying 
animal. Everybody became suddenly silent in the restaurant, and watched the disgusting scene. The veteran 
pirate then took firmly the barman's head in his huge and calloused hands, to head-butt and knock him out. 
The bartender collapsed behind the counter, his nose bleeding and darkening. Droomers slowly walked behind the 
bar and removed his dagger from the man's hand. He wiped it meticulously with an elegant white handkerchief. 
He put both of the objects back into his coat. He arranged his hair and his clothes, before putting his tricorn 


back on correctly. 
"Is that too much asking for a Whisky and some music?" He said ironically with a dulcet voice. 


He looked at the musicians with burning eyes, making them understand they had to play. They began again 
their song, trying their best not to appear and sound terrified. The two younger pirates were eating their 
soup, praying the Lord to save their evening. They didn't dare to look at their superior. The latter was about 
to lean himself against the counter, when a young lady took the glass of her neighbour, stood up and 
approached the captain. He observed her carefully, an intrigued expression on his face. 


"My father ordered a Whisky earlier." she murmured, offering the drink to the pirate. 
"Thank you, Ma'am .." He replied. 


He gently seized the glass and took a sip of the alcohol. He moaned, appreciating the taste. The woman was still 
standing in front of him, looking at her feet. He drank it in one go and gave the glass to one of his seamen. He 
walked towards her and then went around her, studying her clothes, her hair, her body, from the top to the 
bottom. After a few seconds, he stopped right in front of her face, almost pressing his large torso against her 
tiny nose. She was way smaller than him. 


"And what's your name, beautiful night bird ?" he asked her, searching her eyes. 
"Catharina, Captain." 


He almost touched her face with his right hand, when an older man, who was the first drinker of the Whisky 


glass, suddenly ran into their direction and placed himself between the woman and Droomers. 


"My daughter deserves more than a drunk pillager pirate! If you do not know us, | will let you know that we 
are the Van Der Laan" 


The captain laughed, keeping his mouth shut, before petting the head of the lady's father. 

"Glad to see some of my customers.” 

"What do you mean?" 

"The spices in your dinners, the luxurious materials in your house, your slaves .. lm the one who crosses the 
oceans to bring'em back to Amsterdam, and then to you and thousands of aristocrats .. It would be 
unfortunate to make me angry, don't you agree?" 


"What do you want from us? We have got money, if that is what you are talking about" 


"From you? Nothing. But a little walk arm-in-arm with a such a splendid flower would never hurt anybody, 


huh?" 
Catharina took her father by his shoulders to reassure him. 

"| will just go for a few minutes, father: 

"| want a guard with you two! 

"Out of question! My men are largely enough, aren't you, you drunken snails?" 
"Y-Yes Captain!" They both answered 


"ll be waiting outside. My ship is the VOC. If you don't know what it looks like, seek for the biggest and 


proudest vessel in the port. Erik, Geralt, come on. The party is over." 


Droomers took his time to cross the room, gazing in every eyes pairs around him. His equipment was softly 
ringing. People were looking at him in silence, but more specifically at his fingers, adorned by precious rings, 

placed on his sabre. Before he opened the door and left the inn, he looked behind him, a smirk by the side of 
his lips: 


"By the way, l'm the Captain Droomers. Captain Dennis Droomers. Thank you for this outstanding night." 


Shadow and Light 


Outside, the atmosphere was privater: most of the walkers had left the streets and the beach. The sky had 
closed his purple curtains, still a few gold clouds were drawing away above the sea The air became cooler and 
the wind picked up little by little, which made the captain's brown wavy hair. His shape looked like a giant dark 


octopus moving forward. 
"Captain, are you sure of what you're doing?" 


"Ay, jal If they want clove and cinnamon in their dinner, this Van Der Laan should send me his daughter 


quickly." 
"But he could refuse and stop giving you rewards." 


"| don't give a fuck about his money, there are so many nobs around the world, ready to spend hundreds of 


florins for a ridiculous amount of spices and fake ivory. The more they're rich, the more they're stupid." 
"| don't agree with you, captain Droomers." said a feminine voice behind them. 


They turned around and landed their eyes on Catharina, who was in a guard's company. The pirate smirked 
victoriously, approaching the lady. She was wearing a white satin and silky dress. A precious choker, along with 
a longer pearl necklace, were adorning her cleavage, which unveiled a small milky white freckled chest. Her long 
fire red hair were perfectly coiffed in braids and beautiful ringlets. Some locks were resting on her shoulders 
and her breasts. As she noticed the captain's gaze on her, she instinctly wrapped up her shoulder in her fur 


coat. 
"So you came .. At least you don't have an absurd headdress on the top of your head" 


"Father said it could fly away because of this impetuous wind. It is too expansive to loose it. But | received the 


order to discreetly walk with you on the beach, far away from the chatterboxes and curious eyes." 

"| said a guard wouldn't be necessary. | can be a gentleman when | want to." 

The young aristocrat glanced over the guard and allowed him to retreat. The man took a certain time before 
Droomers became impatient and gave him a full purse of florins to buy his silence and be alone with Catharina 
She wasn't sure if she had to make a move forward the brunet pirate. He was watching her, without saying 
anything. He ordered his two seamen to go back to the ship and wait for him. They shyly smiled to the 
beautiful lady and left. 


"How old are you, dear child?" he asked her. 


"I just celebrated my twenty-secondth spring. | think I'm not really the kind of woman you need" 


"You're thinking too much, Ma'am." he answered with a grin, amused by her tried to disgust him. 


He offered her his arm, as they arrived on the beach. He felt a terrible softness in her gestures when she 
circled her wrist around his elbow. First she was distant, but she gradually closed her tiny body against his, as 


they were talking. 
"May | ask you a personal question, captain?" 
"It depends. What do you want to know?" 


"Why did you choose piracy? You could have been an honest merchant, or a fabulous artisan. There are so 


many possibilities in this world, there is no need to let darkness enter your soul." 


The captain stayed quiet for a moment. He never thought about that, things simply had happened. The ocean 
and its secrets have always been fascinating him. He collected shells, fish bones, and loved to hear about 
legends which implied treasures and strange creatures, such as mermaids, krakens, giant serpents, whales 


eating ships,and dark heroes. 


His childhood had disappeared in an boys's orphanage, where the roommates were as naughty as the adults. He 
learnt quickly how to defend himself bare-knuckle, how to hide, how to use ruse and manipulation, how to 
escape. Maybe those experiences were not wasted. Droomers was known for his incredible fighting abilities on 
the sea and on the land. He was always one step ahead. This was also a great quality when you traded precious 


goods all around the world. 


When he became a young man, he immediately worked for the Dutch navy, hoping he would admire the sea for 
the rest of his life. Nonetheless, his love for good wine and his insolent personality sent him in the boat jail for 
several months. He was regularly tortured, beaten up, flogged, leaving him impressive and deep scars. When 

they were back to the Netherlands, the commodore literally threw him overboard, in nothing else but trousers 
in tatters. Profoundly hurt, he proclaimed the time to decide for himself and for the others had come, just as 
people did for him before. He would become a stern yet stout master of the sea. He would sail heartless under 


the flag of piracy. 


"What about you Catharina? How does it feel to be under the control of people who don't know or don't listen 


what you need?" 

The noble lady blushed and thought about a perfect answer to give. 
"You're thinking too much again. Rhetoric works with nobs, not with me." 
"However | heard you are a talented liar." 


"That's because | know how to manipulate that | recognize the truth face. And your truth, or your heart if 


you find it more poetic, is telling me it needs to stop acting obediently and .. Prosaically. ls that word enough 
complex for you?" 


This pirate was gifted. Much more than she expected. Something in her screamed he was right. 
"This spot of the beach is my favourite." he suddenly pointed out. 

He showed her some rocks, where it was possible to climb and sit at the edge. 

"Is that a way to propose me a rock climbing?" 


ell .. “ly vessel is easier To explore. 
"Well .. M | to explore.” 


Min Liefje 


Author's Notes: 
Probably a smut for the next chapter © 


"Welcome aboard, princess." 

"l'm a baroness, Sir." 

Before they climbed on the deck, Droomers nodded his head, his hair falling like a cascade on each side of his 
neck. He offered her his hand and invited her to walk on the ramp. She smiled in response, placed her delicate 
fingers on the pirate's palm, which was roasted by the sun, the sea salt and rope frictions. Anybody could 
have read his past in his hands, just with the scars. Still, he was not violent in his gesture with her, he used 
almost chaste and delicate movements to guide her. Maybe he was not so cruel, just a little bit cranky and 
provocative with other men. 


"Are you always such a gentleman, sir?" 


He didn't answer anything, looking at his seamen cleaning the ship. They were talking a bit too much for men 
supposed to work. He suddenly hit the rim of the deck, silencing everybody. Catharina turned around, alarmed. 


"Sir? Is everything alright?" 
He ignored her question and barked at the crew : 


"Shut up ya brainless slugs! Is that what you call a clean ship? | should have employed pigs, they would have 
been less dirty .. You'd better be ready for tomorrow." 


"B-But Captain, this is Easter Sunday tomorrow!" 

"So what?" 

"The Lord has forbidden to set sail on this day." 

"Do | look like a vicar, Ivo?" 

The young man was shaking, he knew very well what could happen to a new recruit like him. 


"N-No Captain." 


"Great. | don't want to hear this kind of complaints anymore, am | clear? And that applies to everyone." 

The men agreed together, even if they were not so convinced by the idea to sail on Easter Sunday. 

"Sorry, my lady. Sometimes | have to remind them who's the captain on this vessel” 

"|-| understand" 

"Don't worry. They're just not used to see a woman on the VOC. | think your delicious beauty distracts them. 
"Sir .. Please don't make me blush, | would be damned." 

‘Let me show you what's inside.” 


They both entered Droomers's cabin with a smile on their lips. 


The seamen had paused to watch the couple locking themselves into the cabin 
"Did you hear the same thing as me guys?" 

"Yes, she called him sir, and he didn't get mad" 

"That stinks. Has he ever been in love?" 


"Droomers? In love? Those words can't fit together. He just wants to enjoy some quality fresh flesh." replied a 


dwarf, laughing to his pervert allusions. 
"Who wouldn't? | mean.. She seems to be nice." 
"Come on Ivo, you can say it. She's a damn hot toffl" 


"Shut your mouth, l'm not sure the captain would appreciate you talking like that about his catch." murmured 


an older man, whose face was hidden behind a huge beard. 
"I thought you were the one who was planning some mutiny, Clemens.” 


"| am. | just need time. The most important thing at the moment is to convince him it is not necessary to 


leave tomorrow. Don't you think it would be helpful to stay alive?" 
"You Wijers are the worst cowards of the sea." 
"And you, Werner, are the worst traitor, garden gnome." 


"I just like money, and Droomers pay well. | don't see the point of a mutiny.” 


"Are you kidding? We can barely get some beer." complained lvo. 


"Get back to work if you want coins, Goldilocks. Will you be quiet now? I'm trying to hear what's going on inside 


this cabin" 


The bald dwarf pressed his ear against the door. Some feminine laughters were muffled behind the heavy 


wood, 

"So?" 

"This is going to be interesting | think" 

They all joined the dwarf and listened carefully what was happening on the other side. 


Behind the door, Droomers was showing his cabinet of curiosities, full of rare jewels, shells, almost fantastic 


animal skeletons and different weapons. 

"What is this, Captain?" 

The lady was pointing her finger at a big bone with sharp teeth, hanging from the ceiling. 

"A shark lower jaw. That bastard tried to burst the hull to get some meat we put in the holds." 

She was about to touch it, but the man's explanations gave her shivers down her spine. She retracted her 
arm and stepped back She suddenly met Droomers's torso. The captain was sipping a glass of wine, his 
numerous silver rings clinking against the glass. 

‘It won't bite you, don't be scared. l'm more dangerous than this big dead fish." 

She laughed, trying to relax herself. She couldn't help hoping it was a joke. 

"Old methods are the best." he started again, after drinking his entire glass. 

"What do you mean?" 

| used an harpoon, a lot of pirates would have simply take cannons to push it away." 


"Did you.. Eat it?" 


"Not completely. | sold what was left to a bunch of starving Indians. Of course my British counterparts were 
not really happy.” 


"My dear mother was British. Irish to be precise." 

‘Oh... It explains your fire hair.” 

"She gave me everything my father says. Oh good Lord, he must be worrying as we are talking. | should go." 
"Shhh it's alright. Take some wine, dear child." 

"| do not think it is a good idea. | never drank wine." 

"Really?" 

"Yog" 

The man split his sides laughing. That was unexpected for a noble person to never have drunken wine. He 
opened a little cupboard, to take a second glass and fill it with the dark red liquid. He approached her and gave 
her the container. 

"Try. | promise this is a good alcohol. Not a rotgut:" 

"Excuse me?" 

"What?" 


"What is a.. Rotgut?" 


"Aww baby doll you're not used to the popular language. A rotgut is an awfully disgusting wine, which is a pain 
to digest." 


She felt her cheeks becoming red. It was true. She never heard such strange words. She has only known a 
highly elaborated dialect since she was a little girl. She admitted inside her that she was tired of all this 
nonsense peculiar to aristocracy. She wanted to live, not to sit in a sofa with a cup of tea and other ladies like 
her. She didn't want to get married with a viscount. She wanted a real man who could protect her. She was 
promised to a certain viscount Van Aalsburg. He was a bit older than her, but still a terrible horse-rider, 
incapable of being authoritative, and scared by birds of prey. The only time she saw him, he regurgitated his 
breakfast on her dress because he was too nervous. He had nothing to do with the pirate in front of her. She 
sighed, then looked at the man's green eyes, and she finally raised the glass to her lips. The alcohol was 
burning her throat and her chest, as if hell fire was coming out of her heart. She felt a terrible heat gaining 
her body. 


"Do you like it?" 


"|. | think it is not an appropriate drink for a woman like me." 


"Are you alright?" 
"Yes.. | just need to.. Oh my.. l'm feeling so dizzy." 


The red haired woman leaned on the table, in the center of the room, her head swinging forward in thin air. 


She seemed to have difficulty to breathe. 
"You have to eat something, beautiful." 


She turned over to face him. He was holding a piece of bread between his thumb and his index. He placed his 


fingers in front of her mouth. 
"Open wide." 


She complied and took the bread between her teeth. Droomers continued to make bread morsels until she felt 


better. She could stand without leaning on the table, however she couldn't breathe. 
"Do you want to get some fresh air?" 


"No, it is not about the air. You see, sir, we, noble ladies, have to wear those horrible inventions called corsets. 


Our housemaids squeeze them until we suffocate between each words." 

"l'm glad to have something else than a vagina" 

Embarrassed, she didn't reply and turned her back to him. She was holding her ribs, as if it could help the air 
to penetrate into her lungs. She realized her father never really talked to her about that thorny subject. She 
was a virgin physically and mentally if we can say so. She received an extremely pious education where sex 
was a taboo, a dirty and demonic act, except for the children conception Droomers noticed her silence and 
understood he said something inappropriate. 

"I thought such a pretty apple like you would have already been bitten" 

‘| am supposed to marry a viscount." 

"Wow, your face is enlighten by happiness and enthusiasm as far as | can see. Let me guess: an old paunchy 
frustrated and penniless man? With so many body hairs that spiders don't need to spin their web to catch 
flies." 


"Not really. He is charming and hum.. attractive in his own way, the thing is.." 


"You're lying my dear night bird." 


"Wh... No." 


"You're avoiding eye contact, you're nervously touching your hair, your feet are pointing each other out, 


you're hunching your shoulders like a little turtle and .. Your chest is lifting faster.” 

The woman instinctively hid her chest with her arms. 

"You know I'm not a nun, | can suffer to have a view over your low-cut neckline.” 

"It does not mean | will allow you to feast your eyes. " 

The pirate smirked and sat on a rich couch, to open a long but narrow green and golden box. 

"l'm an old sea dog. It requires more than a protruding pair of tits To Turn me on." 

What the hell was that man? What did he want? That was too much, she had enough of his little game. 
"Captain?" 

"Yes?" he gently answered in a suave voice. 

"Why did you want me to come here?" 

She watched him silently preparing what was looking like a pipe. 

"Don't tell me you never saw someone smoking. | bring tobacco from India." 

"My father smokes tobacco but it doesn't look like your.. Instrument. Can you answer my question please?" 


The man inhaled deeply and let his head fall back, closing his eyes to enjoy as fast as possible the opium's 
effects. He slowly laid his gaze on her and stood up. He walked toward her and held her hands. 


"You see Catharina.. All my men are the second chance fruits. | saved them from poverty and disgrace. | give 
opportunities to people who deserve it. Of course | can be wrong sometimes. But | know you're waisting your 
time among those well dressed pussies. | know you're terribly bored when you're around them. You can stay 
here, in Amsterdam, or leave with us, the choice is yours." he proposed, exhaling the smoke by his nostrils on 


her face. 


She thought he looked like a dragon. The drug scent mixed with Droomers's calmed her, her shoulders 


collapsed. 


"What about my father? | love him." 


"The first thing you'll get to learn as a pirate is that love isn't about distance, but while you're on the sea, 


love doesn't exist. You will see him again, if he wants to." 
He sat back on the red couch, then laid down to stretch out his longs legs. She came next to him, 


"| do not want him to reject me. And.. What a woman could do on a ship? | am not strong, | am not as brave 


as a lion, | do not know how to fight. | am ... | am a burden" 

"Shhh... Take a breathe." 

He gave her the pipe, but she wasn't sure how to use it. 

‘Father says | should not smoke. It is a man occupation" 

‘I'm not your father.” 

"So what are you?" 

The man paused for a second. 

Let's say I'm your teacher at the moment." 

He sat up and placed himself behind her. She was still holding the pipe, looking at it with vacant eyes. She felt 
her ribs tightening under Droomers's arms, then his hands on the back of hers, which he placed correctly on 
the stick. He helped her to find how it worked until she understood. 

"Last but not least thing." 

"What?" 

He carefully put her fur coat out and traced the shape of her spine with the tips of his fingers until they 
met the corset lacing. He simply undid it, without removing anything, and let the lady's breathing extend 
naturally the strings. 

"Have you always been a master in the art of pulling out corsets?" 

"You should estimate yourself happy that | didn't cut it with my knife." 

She laughed and laid her back against him. Opium was affecting her just as much as a sip of wine. 

| can offer you other beautiful corsets, dresses, coats.. | can make you richer than a queen, with pure 


diamonds and rich fabrics. | can give you new savors to taste with silver spoons and gold plates. | can show 
you the world Catharina ...| can.. Show you what a real man should do with a beauty like you.. You just have to 


say yes, my night bird. " 

As he was lowering his voice to let her brain absorb these dreams, he placed light kissed over her neck and 
her shoulder, while his hands were squeezing her waist tenderly. His tongue and hot breathing were like a 
poison infiltrating into her skin. His words were piercing every barriers she had built in her mind not to 
succumb to his charms. 

"| am.. So sleepy.” 

"Yes you are, my angel. Get some rest here. I'm not far from you, remember." 

He covered her with her coat and left her sleeping in his cabin. It wouldn't be hard to get rid of her if she 
was boring. Breathing opium next to her would be sufficient. But he knew she was not this type of women. He 
opened the door and found his men clumped together on the floor. 

"We have a new member in the crew, my drunken snails. She's sleeping at the moment." 

"Wait, you really employed a nob?" asked the dwarf. 

"And you all really listened everything. What did you expect?" 


"To have some fun! Fuck you didn't bang her?" 


‘lm a gentleman, Werner. But | have to warn you all: if | find any of you even if only hurting a hair of her 


head, | swear to this fucking Lord that your head will decorate this door. She's mine. Mijn liefje!" 


Departure Towards A Nautical Curse 
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"We don't need a woman on this ship, Captain." 

"| didn't bring her for ya, Clemens." 

"What if her father decides to start a manhunt?" 

"He doesn't need to know when and where we're leaving." 

"Are you suggesting we.." Ivo added softly. 

"Weigh the anchor tonight? Absolutely. We wasted enough time in this piss-smelling hole." 

He seized his saber and blew a rhum bottle cork up. The dark green container didn't move an inch, leaving the 
sailors speechless. They hardly gulped, watching their captain drink straight from the bottle. A sober Droomers 
was a dangerous predator, but a dead drunk Droomers was a living nightmare. Fortunately, his corpulence and 


his habituation made him able to hold his liquor like no one else. 


"Take some rest for the moment. Or drink whatever the fuck you want, | don't care. | just want you to be 


awake and clear-minded when I'll come back." 

The pirate turned around and walked away, always holding firmly his rhum bottle in his hand. 
"Captain!" Clemens exclaimed. 

Droomers stopped and looked at his seaman, exasperated. 


"What will happen tomorrow when she'll get that we kidnapped her? She's gonna be terribly sad or totally 
hysterical. Is that necessary? " 


"Clemens, you're starting to make my yellow bile boiling. We're leaving tonight, and nobody is going to decide in 
my place. Unless a dirty Judas, a rotting rat, what am | saying, an awful dodging son of sea snake is hiding in 


my holds?" 


Their nose were almost touching, their burning eyes searching for discomfort within the other one. But 


Clemens's blue gaze could not stand for a long time the exotic serpent eyes of his superior. 


"| won't set sail on Easter Sunday. It's not just about my life, but everybody's life aboard. You love this ship 
more than yourself, Captain. Who knows what could happen to us during our trip. God is not always merciful." 
Clemens said solemnly, as he was taking his place behind the helm. 

"Werner, my old fellow?" 

"Yes, Captain?" 

"Learn this chimpanzee how to behave." 

"With pleasure, Excellency. 

The dwarf spat out in his palms, rubbed them and took the chains winded around his shoulder to catch 
Clemens's throat. He brutally lured the man to the floor and started to kick his stomach. This small guy was 
oddly strong. Droomers quietly observed the scene before he withdrew in his cabin. When he opened the door, 
he found Catharina, awake but a bit dizzy. Her eyes were barely opened. 

‘Oh sleepy birdie, what are you doing?" he asked as if he was talking to a little child. 


"What time is it?" 


"Late, very late. | can't let ya go back home in this state. And.. Who knows what could happen to you through 


the darkness?" 

"My father." 

"Catharina, do you want to give me some pleasure?" 

The ambiguity of the question overwhelmed the poor lady. What did he mean? 
"Y-Yes." 


"Stop talking about your father. Are you a baroness or a toddler? You're an adult, enjoying my company, aren't 


ye mijn liefje?" he suggested. 
"Alright. | shall not talk about him anymore, Captain" 
"Good. But l'm waiting for the second answer 

"What do you mean?" 


"Are you enjoying your visit?" 


"| think we can say you awoke my curiosity.” 


"When no one is around, | authorize you to call me Dennis." he declared in a sigh, as if words were burning his 
mouth. 


"Dernis... " she insisted on the s. 

She was observing every details on his face, with her sleepy eyes. She had to lift her head to look at him, 
causing her to arch her back. Her stomach and chest were leaned against his warm body. She landed her gaze 
on his pendant, hanging beneath the collar of his black silk shirt. Her fingers mechanically rose to touch it. It 
was gold for sure. It was made of a little board, trimmed by a scorpion imprisoned in a infinite circle. 

"This is the first treasure | found" he mentioned before she even asked about it. "It was proudly taking centre 
stage among gold coins. The treasure was coveted by the British and the Spanish Kingdom, who knew where it 
was located. | was the first to arrive." 

"Did you fight them?" 

The man put the bottle on the table and placed discreetly his hands on her back. 

"British forgot about the idea when they learnt | was aware. But Spanish navy didn't give up. Imprudent guys..." 
"Are they.. Dead?" 

"A lot of sea creatures don't show until they're hungry. Krakens are fond of human flesh." 


"You saw a kraken?" 


"Yeah... | almost ended up in its mouth. But this pendant saved me. It supported my weight when | was hanging 
just with one hand to its beak. | survived thanks to this chain" 


"How did you escape?" the lady enquired like a fascinated child. 

She didn't even notice the pirate's hands lowering again and again on her waist. 

"Werner, the dwarf, stabbed the creature with what was left of the bowsprit. Right in the head. It simply sank 
under the water, its mouth still opened, so | swum as fast and far as | could until | reached the rescue boat. 
That's how Werner and | became friends." 


She finally repulsed his hands, to sat on the couch. Her expression seemed darker. 


"A kraken, a friend ? | think your spirit is a bit too much blurred by that drug." 


The victorious face of the pirate slowly disappeared. He dropped off his weapons, except the dagger at his belt, 
then he removed his thick long leather coat. She struggled to admit to herself that he was a handsome man, 
well built, but not too muscular. He didn't look so old as he was claiming. In fact.. She found him really 
attractive. His clothes were tight, or at least, enough tight to admire his body lines. She didn't dare to watch 
him taking off his shirt. She closed her eyes, cursing herself to be so weak She attentively followed his 
footsteps, moving behind her. She could feel the power radiating from his body, his presence was heavy in the 
room, but pleasuring at the same time. 


"Open you eyes, birdie." 


She did as she was told. She discovered, just in front of her, his right forearm, which was marked by a black 


and purple scar, starting from his wrist and weaving to his elbow. 

"I scratched my arm on the beak point, covered in ink" 

"| am confused." 

"Don't be. Just remember it's not in my interest to lie to you. I'm not negociating merchandise." 

"You are courting me, this is worse." 

He laughed at this masterful repartee. She watched the dark lightning striping Droomers's arm. He started to 
put his shirt again. As an excuse, or a way to heal this bad memory, she wasn't sure, she kissed the long 
scar. 


‘|. Lam sorry, | do not know whats got into me." 


‘| must say your lips are sweeter than all the honeys | ate around the world. And I'm burning with desire to 
know how you taste, Catharina 


She blushed, unable to move. Was it really happening? Was she about to be raped? Or, on the contrary, about 
to experience physical love with the man of her dreams. She finally accepted these words: Dennis was 


everything she wanted in a man. 


"All I'm asking for is a kiss. If you want more.. You'll be the one to undress me. | won't touch you if you don't 


allow me to." 
"l-I never kissed someone before." 
"Not even without your tongue?" 


"We can kiss someone with our tongue? That is disgusting." 


"Don't say that if you didn't try it! Come here." 

He guided her to a tiny room, where a big bed was facing windows. On the left, there was a small pedestal 
table. Nothing else could be put in there. You were just able to walk around the bed. She sat at the edge and 
watched him leave for a second. He came back with a burning candle and closed the door behind him. He put 
the candle on the pedestal table and sat next to Catharina. 

"Look | know I'm not Prince Charming, nor a good-looking knight but." 

"I don't want this type of accessory, Captain. 

"You think a husband is an accessory?" 

"When his name is Van Aalsburg, yes." 

"That's interesting.. So what do you want?" 

She stayed quiet and looked at his stomach, without really observing his abs. Her throat was obstructed by 
shame and fear. How such a respectable lady could fall in a pirate's arms so easily? She wasn't feeling any 
regret though. Just the thirst to know this cryptic man, the will to decipher all his secrets and unsaid things. 
Her long afternoons in salons had at least the merit of being instructive on men and their behavior. She 
remembered very well that manliness was more talkative on pillows. 

"| like enigmas.." 

"There is no mystery aboard this vessel, birdie." 

"Not all the riddles are hidden in a coffer. Some of them talk and that is how they become interesting.” 
"You wanna solve me, huh?" 

"So much Dennis." 

“Alright.. Do an old sea dog a favor: give him a bit of human warmth." 

"Does a pirate need it?" 


"Like every solitary men travelling for months and months, braving the elements and the enemy companies." 


Catharina smiled to his ironic tone. She chose the first scar she could see and kissed it quickly. The man 


moaned to the feeling of her lips on his jugular vein. 


" You are not so old Or at least you do not look like a codger.” 
"Ooh what a nasty word in your mouth, young lady." 
"To hell with what people will say!" 


He gently kissed the back of her neck, as he was undoing for real her stays, making her shiver. He wasn't so 
meticulous with the other girls he had slept with. To be honest, it was the very first time. Of course, the 
other women were prostitutes, unfaithful middle-class ladies, barmaids delegated by their boss to satisfy the 
insatiable captain Droomers, and a few jealous peasant wives. He even succeeded in deflowering a young nun 
once. But they had nothing to do with Catharina. She was like a new continent to explore, conquer and claim, a 
sacred guarded treasure, a rare bird to tame. His white dove. "His". He never thought he would say that one 
day. Until this day, he considered women as hook-ups, an amusement after a long trip to India. No need to be 
jealous, because he hadn't signed any commitment. This time it was different. He wouldn't tolerate the least 
misplaced look on her. 

When the corset opened, he discovered her dress. A small and simple well placed gesture would have been 


sufficient to undress her. However he waited for a sign, a word which would indicate her disapproval. 
‘ls there something wrong, Dennis?" 
"No, birdie." he chuckled. "Just wondering if | should split your dress open right now, or wait a little bit 


She covered her breast and relaxed her shoulders, dropping her clothes on the bed, unveiling the middle of her 
back her waist and her pelvis. Red and deep marks streaked her skin. It was almost painful to watch them. 


‘Obviously, I'm not the only one who has significative scars." 

She shyly smiled at him and sat astride his lap, as a sidesaddle rider. She looped lovingly her arms around his 
neck and kissed his Adam's apple. He placed his hand on her thigh.. Or at least he tried to. He felt something 
round and as hard as wood. 

"The Hell is that?" 

He took a little knife hidden in his boot, and lifted several of her petticoats before he found a little pannier. 

"| should have known.. The most beautiful birds are held back in cages. Don't move." 

She stood up to let him cut the ribbons around her waist, which were holding in place the slips and the 
pannier, then he threw them away. Now she was in the last layer of her outfit: a long see-through white 
shirt. 


Droomers felt a savage lust growing in his body. 


"Come to daddy.. He must eat.." 


She sat again on his lap. This time he felt her thigh under his callous fingers. On her side, she could feel 
something getting harder and bigger between her naked legs. 


"Does your marks hurt?" he suddenly enquired, breaking the silence of the room. 
"Y-Yes.. Each of my ribs is a pain to endure." 

"Then | won't hold you there." 

"What do you m." 


He kissed her passionately, his hands stroking her legs, her neck, or her cheeks. Then he placed his lips on her 
shoulders, bit her collarbones, smelt her throat and her hair.. She could smell his slightly alcoholic breathe but 
she didn't mind. His sweet dark hair tickled her chest, to the extent that she eventually spread her arms and 
revealed her breasts to the pirate. But when she stopped laughing, shame painted her cheeks red. She 


immediately tried to hide. Dennis firmly seized her arms and looked at her eyes. 
"Show me what you hide." 


She obeyed him, slowly parting her arms. He almost drooled when he saw her small freckled chest. Her tiny 
nipples were pink like petals. 


"I thought an old sea dog needed more than tiny boobs to get aroused" she said sarcastically. 


"| am aroused but.. I'll be crazy of you when you'll remove my clothes with your delicate fingers." he assured 
before he raised her hand to his lips. 


His own hand could almost make hers disappear. He turned her arm over and kissed her wrist, then her 
forearm, then nibbled her shoulder and her throat. She felt his tongue tracing his way to her jaw and her 
earlobe. Her hands ran behind his strong neck, then between the collar or his opened shirt. His skin was 


strangely smooth and firm. 
"I wish my skin would last forever like yours." 
"Beauty of the soul is the most important they say." 


He laid her down, begging with his tongue to reach hers. The young woman opened her mouth, and let a sweet 
venom sully her: love. She melted under his warm body. Their increasing breathing invaded the room, some 
moans slipped from the captain's throat, whereas Catharina was whining as he was licking avidly her breasts. 
He placed himself on the top of her and took her hand to leave it on a large black leather strap which was 
probably his belt. It was wrapped around the middle of his abdomen and covered a part of his trousers. She 
understood she had to take it off. And so she did. Then she sat up to remove his shirt, slowly, very slowly, 


because what she was discovering was heartbreaking and unexpected. His upper body was covered in scars. 
"Don't be afraid." 
"lam not" 


"Liar." he murmured in her ear with a satisfied smirk "You can ask me all the questions you want about them 


later but for now.." 
He stood up and pulled her shirt to her feet, then put it on the ground. 
"So, Dame Catharina, tell me a bit about this Van Aalsburg.." 


"Well... | think he is twenty five" she started as she was running her fingers between the trousers fabric and 
his skin. 


She felt his abs tensing. The long shape drawing in front of her nose seemed pleased by her touch. It was 


twitching and growing more. 

"He is a bit clumsy and very shy. He became ill the first time | saw him. 
"Mmh." 

She lowered his trousers, making his generous equipment bobbing. 

"He.. He.. Hum." she babbled, impressed by the size of his male attribute. 
"Does he protect you? Does he have any skills in fighting?" 


"He is afraid of birds and | heard he was learning how to handle a sword. He is supposed to work for the royal 


fleet as a commodore." 

"What a little worm.. Let me show you what a man is." 

He laid down above her and licked her stomach, left sweet kisses on her belly button, her lower abdomen.. This 
felt like a true torture, as if embers were scattering on her body. He continued until his full lips brushed her 
intimate parts. 


"You have to spread your legs wider, birdie." 


Her feet crooked at that moment. It was obvious she wouldn't do it on her own. He gently grazed her thighs, 
her knees, then placed his hands under them to put them on his shoulders. 


"May the Lord forgive me for | shall sin’ 
"No religious knick-knack aboard." 
"R-Right, sorry." 

"Mmmh.. Good." 


The captain closed his eyelids and nuzzled his head between her thighs, leaving long brown wavy locks on her 
belly. He covered her inner thighs in light kisses and small bites. Eventually, he arrived in front of her crotch. 
He gripped her hips firmly, coming and going with his tongue on her vulva like a snake. A wave of pleasure 
went all over her body until it reached the top of her skull. She bit her inferior lip, restraining herself from 


whining and whispering his name. She didn't want to show him how much power he had on her. 

"Mmmh.. Keep going birdie, talk to me.." 

She lifted her head and looked at the brunet head between her thighs. Her heart skipped a bit as she only saw 
his big green eyes staring at her like a predator watching attentively his prey.. Or a ghost ready to attack a 
troublesome visitor. He felt her muscles tightening so he reached her tummy with his right hand to fondle it 
and reassure her. 

"Shhh... What's wrong?" 


‘Nothing, it is just hum.. My first time, | guess it is stressful." 


The man simply grinned and nestled his face again between her legs. Her shivers made Droomers smirk even 


more. 
"You like that?" 

She couldn't respond, if she did, some weak and skewed screams would have went out of her mouth. She 
couldn't imagine that it was possible to reach a more extraordinary plentiude feeling called "climax". The pirate 
roughly kissed her little wet inner sanctum then climbed back up on her. 

‘Open your mouth." he ordered. 

He put his tongue against hers and gave the lady her liquid to taste. It had a strange savor she thought. The 
red dresses of their kiss were dancing in a beautiful waltz, making the two lovers forget about the pain 
screams coming from outside. 


"Take me, Dennis, please." 


"You want it? You're a little depraved under your baroness disguise, aren't ye?" 


Before penetrating her, he searched for a rag, which he arranged under her buttocks. 

"What are you doing? What is that for?" 

"If you're a cherry, then some blood should flow.." 

"What? No, no | do not want to...” 

"Its not going to hurt." 

"I hope" he secretly thought. She relaxed in his arms, her teeth clenched and her nails digging into the back of 
the captain The latter took his erection and guided it, inches by inches, through the woman's interiors. As he 
predicted, a few droplets stained the white rag. 

"Fuck! Is that possible to be so tight?" 

"Am 1?" 

"Oh shit, Neptune himself never saw such a thing." 

"Is that unpleasant?" 

"No my angel! It's.. Dammit this is fucking perfect.” 

"You seem to be in pain, mijn lieve." 

"Not at all, 'm just trying to move, but.. Jesus Christ.. | can barely enter in you." 

He rolled his hips against her in a slow pace first, to try to relax and accustom her to this new feeling. He 
didn't speed up, or in a insignificant extent, but on the other hand his thrusts became harder and harder as 
minutes were passing. Catharina was shouting his name, like a desperate creature in agony. Except that her 
agony was an unstoppable pleasure, always increasing to a point she would have never imagined. Her lover was 
roaring, grunting like a wild animal. It was the first time he wished the sun would vanish for eternity, to keep 
this night in an endless loop. 

"Oh god Dennis, | cant’ hold it anymore!" 

"| don't permit you to come." 


"Please, this is too much for me." 


"Wait, birdie.. Ja.. Wait for me." 


She placed her fingers on his chin and cheeks, giving him the opportunity to join their hands together above 
her head. Their forehead met, as if the fever gaining their spirit would fade away. But their body didn't cool 
down, their breathing didn't decrease, their eyes lost themselves behind an invisible veil, alike a blinding fog. Still 
they could not look away from each other. Their skin covered itself in a sweat sprinkling, which reflected the 
golden light from the candle. Just like hot wax running on a letter, they were melting into each other, sealing 


their union, their body, their spirit and their fate. 
"N-Now you can. God you're so beautifull Fuck! Catharina!" 


His last thrusts projected them through a stary sky. White flashes appeared in their vision Their shouts of 
climax, especially his, were like thunder rumbling on a quivering sea. They embraced each other as strongly as 
they could, maybe to make sure they were still on Earth and not flying away from their fleshly sheath. He 
collapsed on her, finished his erection into her, both of their liquid mixed together. They stayed there, without 
saying anything for a few minutes, appreciating the other's presence. He kissed her one last time before he 
stood up and put his clothes on. He stayed with her until she felt asleep, being careful to dress her 
comfortably and warmly for the night. When he was certain she was in a deep sleep, he left the bedroom, 


then the cabin, to join his sailors, who were waiting for him. 


God Can Bleed 


"Are you ready ye bunch of slimy eels?" 

"Yes Captain! Ready to weigh the hook!" Werner proudly confirmed. 
"Perfect. Set course for the Cape Verde 

"Captain. Are you sure about the girl?" 


"Don't worry about her, Werner, she won't cause any trouble. She's sleeping as we are talking. What about our 


impertinent mutineer ?" 
"Well hum.. His brother is taking care of him. | think | kicked him a bit too hard" 


"Everybody here, including you, know that it would have been a truly tragic end if | did it by myself.. So don't 


feel or act regretful." 

"Understood." 

"Where are they?" 

"In the kitchen" 

Droomers walked collectedly toward the room, taking his time to stamp loudly his boots on the floor. He 
cracked the door by giving a kick Ivo appeared, standing up in front of Clemens, who was lifting his torn up 
shirt to let his younger brother wrap a piece of cold meat against his ribs with bandages. 

"Captain" Ivo respectfully said, standing for attention 

"You should count yourself lucky that | didn't clap you in irons already." 

The steersman stayed quiet, saving his breathing. 

" This piece of meat is high-quality ya know, and it could save lives if by misfortune we would get lost. Now 
its barely helping you to endure the pain you seeked for, within your ribs. | should have torn off your flesh 
with my own teeth on the exact same spot to give the morsels to the next mermaid we'd meet" 


"Please, Captain. He won't protest again, you've got our word." 


"| don't ask for promises. | demand for obedience." 


The pirate approached the wounded man and grabbed firmly his emaciated cheeks between his strong ringed 
fingers. His hot breathe skimmed Clemens’ nose, like a dragon tongue, as his face slowly came nearer. 
Droomers had the power to display a threatening expression, even if he wasn't wearing one of his terrifying 


masks. That look. The one which said "I hope for you that you're sleeping with a gun at night”. 
"Don't. Ever. Disobey me. Again" 


Actually, Droomers was quite talented with his hands. He appreciated a lot to make himself those fake faces, 
all representing rotting corpses, cracked skulls or demonic creatures. According to his own claims, the usage of 
those masks was a way to scare ingenuous crews and all the men who never saw or heard about Droomers's 
VOC ship. When they were about to meet another ship, in a dangerous or foggy place, the captain and his men 
would put black and white make-up or masks, and wait for the enemy to climb aboard. First, the adverse crew 
wouldn't find anybody, and slowly, through the mist, demons and ghosts would appear, surrounding them. 
Amongst his numerous skills, the captain had the ability to transform his voice into powerful, demonic and 
rough grunts. "Who dares to disturb my eternal rest in this watery grave?" he always asked before showing 
up. It wouldn't take long for him and his crew to kill one by one their petrified enemies. The missing men were 
never found and no survivor could speak about what had happened on this haunted ship. That's why the legend, 
the strategy of the ghost ship never reached the shore. Nobody could escape the captain Droomers. Dead men 
tell no tales, that's what they say. 


Ivo and Clemens simply nodded their head, which was their only option to stay alive. Droomers brutally 
launched the steersman on the floor, who winced and huffed in pain. A muffled sound held their superior's 


attention. A book had hit the ground and opened itself, showing the front and back cover. 
"The Holy Bible, huh?" 
Clemens backed up against the wall in fear. 


"God has the right of life and death, am | right?" enquired the captain, taking the dagger of his belt. "And.. On 
this ship.. | am the one who offers life or death." 


He started to play with the weapon, as if it was a toy. The blade was shining under the moonlight coming from 
outside, just like his hair. The two brothers couldn't see his fave anymore, he had become a shadow. A taller 
shadow. They couldn't explain how. The man grabbed the bible and placed it on the table. 


"So..ln your place.. | would wonder which god is the most dangerous for me at the moment: 


He suddenly stopped to make the dagger dance between his fingers and stabbed the book. The point dug into 
the table. 


"Get back to your post." 


lvo helped his brother stand up, not without trouble, then they both left, avoiding the captain's gaze. Droomers 


removed his knife, but before he put it back in its sheath, he observed incredulously the blade covered in a 


thick dark red liquid, which couldn't be anything else than blood. 
"Bastards..." 


It was probably a good trap from Clemens and Ivo. Maybe they put a fruit between the pages. Dennis bent to 
watch the book in detail. Some liquid was dropping on the ground, forming a growing red puddle. The dark haired 
man opened forcefully the bible and discovered there was nothing hidden under the pages. They were bleeding. 
He looked at the work in defiance. It would need more than a few blood drops to impress the captain Droomers. 
However, nobody had to find out, especially Catharina. The crew would scare her enough at dawn. They would 
tell her to convince him they had to go back to Amsterdam. He was pretty sure Clemens would not give up so 
easily. But it was too late now. 


The man stood up and walked in the way of boxes piles, containing food, and undeclared gunpowder. He pushed 
some of the crates with the point of his boot, searching for a piece of fabric. The cook was sufficiently 
disorganized to lose a tea towel in an unexpected place. The only thing he found was an old greasy apron, which 
smelt like rotten eggs. He concluded that nobody had use it in a long time, neither would seek for it. Controlling 
his doubts, he wiped the floor and the table with the dirty pinafore, hoping no stains would resist and reeked 
the wood of blood. The white fabric absorbed almost all the liquid and left the floor perfectly clean. Outside, 
the crew was awake, it would be hard to throw the fabric away in the sea without being noticed. The only 
solution was to hide it behind the boxes, where he found it. The chef was a burly guy, but his brain was 
severely affected by natural idiocy. Like the dumbass he was, he would believe the captain when he would tell 
him the bloodstains were due to the meat cutting. After he placed the fabric back in its place, he left the 
kitchen and joined Catharina in the secret bedroom. She was still asleep, her hand in the air. Droomers lit 
another candles to slightly enlighten the room. Through her sleep, she felt a presence, his presence in front of 
her face. Her eyes opened quickly. Indeed she found her lover, watching her as he was lighting a candlestick on 


the wall. 
"You sleep a lot for a night bird." 
"How long have you been there?" 


"Just a few minutes. Had some things to sort out. Sorry to wake you up." he excused himself as he gently 


stroked her hair. 
"| shall forgive you if you come to sleep with me" 
She rested her chin on his thigh. 

"Hmmm. I have to stay awake my dear.” 


"Please, Captain. I'm scared." 


"OF what?" 

"L am not saying your crew is gross and dangerous but.. l.. What if they.. You know.. 
"They won't hurt you as long as l'm alive." 

Her eyes begged him quietly. 

"Alright, little miss.. Il stay with you until you fall asleep. Do we have a deal?" 
"Thank you!" 

"Ill take that as a yes." 


He half opened his shirt, making sure she would not point out the dark red stains on it. He laid down on the 


bed, next to her, and put her body closer to his. 

"Is that comfortable, princess?" 

"Absolutely." 

He stroked her back in response and placed his other hand on his torso. The lady watched each ring on his 
fingers, she noticed one of them was different from the others. It was golden, not silvery, and way more 
simpler. She let her hand explore his almost hairless chest. 


"Are you married, Dennis?" she suddenly asked. 


His eyes widened when he heard her question. Nobody ever asked him, not even the curious women he had sex 


with. 

"Y-Yes, | am. | was." 

"Are you or were you?" 

"Huh... It's not easy to explain. You see, when the VOC hired me, | was already known as a pirate, so they had to 
find a subterfuge to keep me without arousing suspicions. | had to become a noble and respectable man and 
the only way to hide my true identity was to marry me with an aristocrat lady. | took her name, and made 
people believe it was my true name. I'm known as Captain Van Der Decken, husband of Maartje Van Der 
Decken" 


"Do you like her at least?" 


"She hates the ocean and she prays all day long. Seriously, | tried to get used to it, but | just can't.. | hate god 


more than all these pieces of shit who hit and insulted me as a kid" 

"| guess she is not the kind of woman you appreciate. Does she like you?" 

"Too much to get divorced, sadly. We jus' don't see each other anymore." 

"You could take off that ring you know.’ 

"| don't like having naked fingers. And.. It's still a cover when people don't know me." 
She passed her fingers on his hand, feeling each ring, each scars. 

"How does she look?" 


"She is older than me. Let's say that make up can't hide everything. And.. A woman who puts too much 


perfume,is a woman who tries to hide another hideous stench. 
"What do you mean?" 
"Humans fill their dead's pockets with flowers. | was married to a future cadaver." 


She felt his arms tightening around her waist. It was a secret way for him to say he would not let her go so 
easily. A pirate could not tell such things. Droomers was accustomed to silence his lighter and kinder feelings. It 
was too dangerous for him to show love or compassion. He was a merchant, not a bard, even if music was 
something he would have love to learn more. Pirate chants were not really romantic, nor appropriate for a 
lady like Catharina. He looked at his lute. Usually he would lend it to Werner or guys who knew how to play, 
preferring to sing or to listen his crew singing about his success. The feeling of her fingers brushing his cheek 


brought him back to the present. 


"She would be terribly jealous to see such a natural beauty in my arms. She's the only woman with who | had 


to face impotence." 
"Really?" 


"Hell yeah! To such an extent that | fucked one of her maids. She had been making eyes at me for a few 
weeks. The thing is that my wife heard us during the night" 


Those words casted a cloud over the young lady's face. He was this type of man. On reflection, she was not so 
surprised. He was a pirate after all, he did not owe an explanation to anybody. Definitely not to her. Tomorrow 


she would be a one-night stand of the past. He probably had a woman in each harbor around the world. 


"How long have you been married?" 


‘Mmmh.. l'd say ten years. My memory isn't really good for this kind of events." 

He saw his lover was a bit disappointed. He forced her to look at him by holding her chin 
"But... Y'know... ts been a long time since | saw her, like eight years ago." 

"Why isn't she searching for you?" 


"Cause it's hard to find someone who's always roaming on the ocean If | don't put a foot on the land, then I'm 


sate." 
‘| must say | am surprised you did not kill her already. She seems to bother you.. " 


"Why should I? Killing a noble is not the same thing than killing a barman or a tramp. Catharina, the power only 
cares about itself, never forget that" 


She curled up against him and nodded. Little by little her eyes closed, her breathing slowed, her shoulders 
lowered, her body became heavier.. And peace came back in the room, as if nothing had happened. He covered 
his conquest with the most decent blanket he had and left his cabin Amsterdam's glows already seemed to be 
far away, in the darkness. Not a sound, just the flapping noises of the sails, the water quietly separating itself 
in two walls and the screams of Van Der Laan, ordering to Droomers to bring him back his daughter. The 
Captain leaned on the edge of the ship and smiled. 

"Pie in the sky, old buddy.. Werner?" 

"Yes, Captain?" 

"Bring me some wine." 

"Which one?" 

"Mmmh.. Do we have this French wine our fabulous country bought a few centuries ago?" 

"Bordeaux?" 


"Yes! A.. Bordeaux." 


The dwarf disappeared in the holds. Droomers looked at his compass. Something was wrong, not as usual. The 


ship wasn't traveling in the good way. 


"Clemens! You should watch your map and the stars better than that cause l'm not only going to give your 
body to sharks, I'm going to crush your head with my own fists if you don't get us on the way to Cape 
Verde." 


‘Sorry, Captain” 


The helmsman was holding his ribs as if they could fall off. Droomers could see his body reeling and shaking in 
pain and exhaustion. 


"Captain, he can't do it. He's too weak" said a seaman. 

Fine.. Get out of the way." 

The captain kicked Clemens away and took the control of the helm. He adjusted it, checking his compass. lvo and 
his brother watched the dwarf bringing a glass of wine to their superior, who looked like a ghost, with his hair 
lifting in the air and his opened coat floating in the wind. As he was watching in the distance, he took a sip of 
wine and licked his full lips. The image of a simple ghost became a blood thirsty soul, roaming in the night. And 
the glasses filled themselves, again, and again, until the already uncertain horizon blurred. While Droomers was 
busy to get drunk and to steer the ship, the Wijers brothers drew away, to enter in the captain's cabin. 
Clemens knew he was hiding something in there. After active but discreet research, they found the hidden 
door which opened on the secret bedroom, where Catharina was sleeping. They walked in silence towards her 
and gently shook her shoulder. 

"Ma'am... Please wake up." 

She mumbled Dennis's name, but she let a scream go out of her throat as she understood it was not him. 


"Please, leave me alone, I'm just a woman" 


"Listen Catharina, a great danger is lingering above us. You have to convince the captain we must go back and 


stay on the land." 

"What do you mean? We are still in the harbour, arent we?" 

"No, we left. Under the captain's order. You're the only one who can convince him. We are powerless.” 
“No it is impossible.. Father! Father! Please someone help me!" 

"Shhhh, quiet! You want us dead or what?" Clemens whispered as he covered her mouth with his hand. 
"He won't listen to me." 

The two men supplied her again, promising her they would set her free and bring her back to her father 


quickly. They touched her hands, as if they saw in her a sort of Holy Virgin. But as they were reaching for 
her arms, they suddenly felt something cold and sharp on their throat. 


"Don't even think about it." a dark voice articulated. 

Clemens and Ivo froze in their position, still holding Catharina's arms. The sword forced them to get up. 
"Take off your dirty fish-smelling hands of her. Right now." 

"Dennis, please, they did nothing wrong to mel” 

He guided the brothers outside, pointing his weapon on their chest, threatening to kill them if they didn't leave 
his cabin. They came back to the deck, stepping backwards, but still imploring the lady with their eyes. The 
pirate closed the door and searched for his keys, which he dropped on the floor several times. After a few 
tries, he succeeded in putting the key in the lock with his shaky hands and joined Catharina. 

"You okay my love? | heard you yelling," 

"Captain, |." 

"Did they hurt you?" 

"No they just talked to me." 

| saw their hands.. On your body..." 

"l am alright, Dennis." 


"What did they tell ye?" 


She wasn't sure if giving an answer was a good idea. His voice and his attitude were strange. God only knows 
what could happen to her if she said she wanted to go back home. 


"Are you feeling good, Captain?" 

"Mmmmh... Kiss me, doll.” 

His bright sword fell on the floor noisily as his hand opened to reach the lady. He reeled, making a few steps in 
her way, then gripped her waist. A terrible alcohol stench, covering his natural pleasant perfume, invaded her 


nostrils. The kisses he was putting on her neck were burning, but not in the same way as sooner. They were 


feverish, thristy, not tender. 
"You need to get some rest" 


He stopped talking and moving, before he growled like a wild animal. 


"You're all the same! Mutineers! Liars! Swindlers! Whores!" 

She held back her tears, too afraid of his reaction. 

"What are you talking about?" 

| know.. They wanna kill me. Take my place. Take my ship. My treasures. My.. My woman" 

"Dennis, please." she supplied, slightly touching his face. 

He seemed to calm down as her fingers were running on his cheeks, through his hair, while their forehead 
were touching. She felt him searching for her mouth, but the only thing she gave him was a small kiss on the 
corner of his lips. And another one.. And another one.. Until his body collapsed on the bed. But his will to touch 
and kiss her didn't decrease. He nuzzled her neck, her nose, put his lips everywhere on her face except on the 
right spot. 

She compared him to a big wolf seeking for love. He was breathing like an injured animal, groaning, sweating. She 
helped him to get rid of his clothes and pressed his head against her chest, right on her heart. His cardiac 
rhythm adapted itself to hers, to her inhaling and exhaling. 


"I know they're planning to throw me overboard.. Ingrates.. Scavengers!" 


“Shhh... Don't say idiocies.. Don't you think they would have tried earlier?" she tried to reassure him, stroking 
his back. 


She started to rock him, as slowly as she could, not to hurt his back or making him vomit 
"Who could have guess | would pitch on something else than my ship" 

"You should sleep, my dear.” 

"What if they come back and hurt you?" 


"| do not mean to be coarse, but you are a true guard dog. You are like a wolf. Father told me hunt stories 


when | was a child He said that wolves are dangerous because they are discreet and precise." 
"Wolves act in hounds." 


"Some of them are rejected, but they survive, even if they are alone, listening their own echo through the 


night." 


Like a prestigious glass of wine, the captain drank her words, sniffed the floral perfume between her breasts 
and tasted for the very first time this strange drug called love. It had a bittersweet savour. The sugar taste 
of this feeling slowly cloaked his festering heart, making the old wounds bearable, at least for the night. He had 


never open his heart to anybody, especially women. He was not afraid of them and did not hate them, but he 
was perfectly aware of their intelligence, their ability to conceal or reveal entire worlds, depending on their 
mood. Their power to weaken men, to make them doddering. Their ease to become ransom targets. It was 
dangerous for both of them. He didn't want to save anybody. Not even himself. Glory was something you could 


only rob for him, like a precious piece of jewelry. 
"Wolves ain't dogs you can domesticate." he mumbled before falling asleep. 


Something in his words was threatening, as if he wanted to warn her not to consider him as a lovely and 
sweet man. Would he hurt her? No.. Why would he do such a thing? The lady slid her fingers between the silky 
chestnut waves of his hair, listening à cold nascent rain striking the windows above her head. Howling ghosts 
seemed to invade the room, when she perceived whistlings, becoming louder and louder. Instinctively, she 


wrapped her legs and her arms around Dennis's body. 
‘Its only the wind, my love. Calm your mind" he appeased her, drawing small circles on her belly with his hand. 


After long minutes, worried by the dark clouds covering up the moon and the ship's movements, the young 
woman finally fell in a deep sleep, and this time for the rest of the night. On the deck, the men watched the 
capricious ocean becoming stern and black like ink, as the light of the moon slowly disappeared. The storm that 
was preparing was only an omen of what was waiting the crew and their captain Some of them did the cross 
sign with their hand, other stayed silent, while Ardek and Ivo prayed, brandishing the bloody bible in the air, 
letting the red drops falling in the water. 


Blasphemy 


Author's Notes: 
| recommand listening to "Barbossa is Hungry" by Klaus Badelt for the storm part :) enjoy 


The gray light of the morning slowly entered the bedroom. Catharina stretched her legs and arms, then let 
her hand seek for a warm body, that it never found. The bed was cold and empty. She opened her blue eyes, 
hoping to see the captain asleep, but all she discovered was an extinguished candle. She couldn't remember if 
they had put it out during the night. The wax wasn't totally melt, and there was no smoke in the room, which 
means it had been out for a while. She turned her head on the right and noticed the same thing about the 
candelabrum on the wall. A bit disappointed to be alone, she sighed and sat up, to rub her eyes. Suddenly, she 
thought about her dear father, probably already bedridden by the fear and anxiety to never see his daughter 
again. She was missing him. At this time, he would wake her up and tell her to eat her breakfast quickly 
because of their extremely busy schedule. Then a domestic would bring her a tray, to eat in her bed. The 
same servant would prepare her ablutions and her clothes. After getting ready, some musicians would play her 


favorite concerto, before wishing her a great day. 


Sending an army to save her would be suicide. Droomers would not even let the other boats approach his. She 
tried to listen the seagulls, symbols of close land, but there was none. Her blood got colder as she heard her 
lover screaming in rage. Something was wrong obviously. She left the bedroom and searched for some clothes 
to put on, but as she was about to pick one of Dennis's shirt, she saw on a mannequin a wonderful red dress, 
probably made for a great queen. The golden embroideries were representing exotic flowers and cranes taking 
their flight. She admired it during a few minutes, but she couldn't find the corset, neither the pannier. As she 
removed the cloth from the mannequin, she came across a small paper, pined up into the foam: “Birds don't 
live in cage". Her zygomatic muscles contracted under the pleasure she had to read such caring words. 
Intoxicated with love, she placed the dress against her, to her shoulders and started to dance and spin, hearing 
a distant waltz melody in her head. She dressed quickly and went outside. The screams hadn't stop. 


She stayed hidden behind the cabin, to hear the long and the short of it: 

"You fucking pincerless crabs! The only thing you had to do was staying on course, and you screwed up!" 
"Captain the compass was saying we were in the right direction" 

| don't care about that shit! The hell did | teach you when | hired you? What are the first sailor's tools?" 
"Wind, flow, and stars..." 


"Exactly, a pirate is a man of nature, despite of what people shitting in silk can think. Your environment talks to 
you. Then why did you look at your shoes instead of seeking for these goddamn stars!?" 


The men looked at the sky, where the clouds seemed to be the same as the past night, as if nothing on Earth 


and in space had moved. A storm was preparing ahead. 
“The clouds." vo answered in a low voice. 


The captain lifted his hand, with the intention to slap his interlocutor, but he let out a sigh and rubbed his 
eyes with his index and thumb. 


"Does anyone have seen the white mermaid rock?" 


No answer... 
"FUCK!" 


The sailors stepped back, afraid. Burning flames were dancing in Droomers's bloodshot eyes, through the ink 
black of his dilated pupils. If they felt safe under his command, they could also be challenged. 


"Do you know how many days we're wasting just because of that little mistake? Believe me, y'all can kiss your 


pay goodbye. Who had the helm this night?" 
Nobody came forward, but this time, that was because nobody knew. 
"| WANT A NAME!" 


Suddenly, the sky got striped with huge flashes, followed by heavy rumbles, cracking the calm of the sea The 
water, which had turned into a deep bluish and greyish color, began to boil, creating bigger and taller waves 
which came crashing against the ship. The froath inundated the deck quickly, accompanied by a violent rain 
Soon, hailstones rebounded on the wood and hit the men, whom the skin opened under the cutting ice for some. 
Even if the sails were made to resist to a strong wind, they would probably not survive to this tempest. Such 
powerful gusts were able to turn the ship over and drown everybody. The hail first seemed to pursue the 
sailors but when they sheltered under various metallic recipients, the handstones, thanks to the wind, began to 


pass through the sails and tear them up. 
"Protect the cannons and close the hatches!" the captain ordered as he took firmly the helm in his hands. 
"Someone has to check the sails up there!" Werner yelled 


Catharina, as she heard that, ran barefoot to the nets and climbed on them until she could reach the central 
mast. The floor seemed to be covered in splinters, she could feel her feet gripping on the shattered wood. The 
cold bit her body, while the humid wind burnt her fingers with the efforts she put not to release the ropes. 
With the rain, the mast had become slippery. Droomers, who was holding the helm, not without difficulty, to 


keep the ship right side up, saw a red stains in the corner of his eyes. 


"Catharina! Go down! Get out of here!" 

His words were deaden by the sounds of the waves, trying to swallow the vessel. 

"Werner, take the helm!" 

"At your command!" 

Dennis ran from the prow to the deck, but before he could reach the mast, a huge wave seeped him away 
with two other sailors. The poor men were hanging to edge of the ship. The captain, as for him, brutally 
collided with the railing, which possibly had broken one of his right ribs. He saw his tricorn flying away and 
sinking into the ocean. After he finally stood up, he helped his two seamen to get back on the ship. 

"Go and help the others!" 

The captain joined the mast as fast as he could, nearly falling several times, while the bowsprit was rising 
almost vertically, raised by the waves. The water became the ground and the vessel was the wall. However, 
the man managed to climb on the nets and join the lady in red, who was almost astride on the wood piece. 
"This sail shall not last forever Captain!" 

| see that! Come down birdie, it's too dangerous here! Take my hand!" 

She extended her hand to his but she was still too far from him. She let out a scream as she almost fell of f. 
"Come closer first! Don't panic, just listen my voice. Move forward, we don't have much time!" 

So she did, with her arms looped around the wood. 


"Good, now grab my shoulders. Yes dear, just like that." 


As he was about to hold her waist, the net under them ceded, making them flying above the unrelenting 
water, the young lady hanging to the captain's legs. 


"Its alright! | have an ideal" 
"Please quick Dennis!” 
"Swing with me, we'll reach the deck. We've got to jump." 


"You're not serious!?" 


"Have you a better idea?" 


She looked beneath her feet. It was like a giant mouth was opening and closing under them, waiting for hot 
blood and fresh flesh. 

Droomers, feeling his strength relieving, shouted at her. He had the terrible impression that his body was 
ripping off, where his ribs were hurting him. 


"Swing or let go!” 

“No please, nol" she supplied him 

"Alright... Forward! Backwards!" he repeated until they could see an heap of seeds bags. 
"Ready to jump? To three.” 

"One." she started 

"Three!" he suddenly cut her and released the ropes. 


The screams of Catharina teared up the sky as a lightning hit the sea. The bags were so far and so close of 
them at the same time, to such a point it was hard to know how fast and how high their fall was. Time grew 
longer, the raindrops slowed down their race. Like an invisible hand, the wind seemed to make them float to 
soften the landing. But Eole's breath drowned itself in the arms of Poseidon. A giant wave caught them and 
threw them roughly to the deck, taking some men with it overboard. The rest of the crew could hear their 
horrible cries and vain prayers, as the lumpy grey water invaded each nook of their lungs. A white rough 
crust covered their arms raised in the air, filled their mouth and their stomach, making their body become 
heavy and paralyzed. Toxic salt. One by one, they disappeared under the dark liquid in a deadly silence. When the 
last corpse was engulfed by the sea, the wind dropped little by little, calming the swinging of the ship. A blood 
sacrifice to spare another blood. That was the price to survive. When a new sailor was hired in the crew, the 
first thing Droomers taught him was that waters are capricious and unpredictable forces, which need to be 
fed sometimes. That was precisely what he was talking about. 

The swell was now still.. Too still to be a good omen. On the deck, astonishment took possession of the sailors, 
who were observing the two lovers’ inert bodies. On all fours, some of them approached the captain, as 


carrion-eaters not certain that their prey was dead. 

"Are they." started Ivo. 

All of a sudden, a loose cough animated the man and emptied his entrails of a reddish water. 
"Thank God he's alive!" the cooker sighed in relieve. 


"Bring him a blanket!" Erik yelled to younger boys. 


"Good to see you awake, Captain" Werner said, smiling like a ray of sunshine. 


"Werner, my buddy, tell me l'm dead and not still lost in the middle of an ocean we should know better than 


our own anatomy." 

‘lm afraid you're more alive than ever." answered a feminine voice. 

"Mijn liefje!" 

As he sat up to embrace her, he felt a intense pain emerging from his torso, making him wincing and cringing 
on the floor, hitting the ground with his fist. The seamen around him helped their superior to lay down in a 
comfortable position, even if there was none. Eventually, they sat him against the seed bags, wrapped the only 
dried blanket left around his shoulders and stayed a bit by his side, making sure he was getting a grip on 
himself. Catharina, in her now all dirty red dress, walked towards him and kneeled to open his shirt. A huge 
black and purplish stain was spreading on the right of his chest. 

"It is broken" 

"Is it out of the flesh?" 

"No, fortunately.” 

"Then | won't die of an infection. | can still sail" 

"But Captain." 


"It is no but that takes. We're lost. | have to take the helm" 


He grabbed two tall guys’ shoulders to stand up, almost without agressiveness for once. However, the calm on 
the ship would not last. 


"Perhaps if someone had not been sleeping and fornicating like a drunkard during the whole night with such a 


respectable lady, we would be on our way to the Cape Verde." 

The dark-haired man stopped the men who were helping him to walk, then placed his right hand on his 
pommel's saber. The sailors let him go, wondering who in this crew would oppose the great and cruel captain 
Droomers. 


"Who's that whore's awful rug rat who dares to maintain such enormities with his gob full of ashes and dirt?" 


A young ginger man came forward, his sword already out of its sheath. It was not a pirate weapon, but a thin 


noble sword. 


"Young man, imprudence ain't a synonym of bravery. 


"In the name of his Excellency the Viscount Van Der Laan, | command you to turn around and take back her 


daughter Catharina." 


"You command me? You know, | was just like you when | was a kid. Impetuous, disrespectful with my superiors 


and gentlemen of your kind, provoking.. And guess what?" 


The pirate's saber flew in the air before Droomers caught it again with a lot of agility and elegance. He struck 


the sword point of his adversary, a challenge flame burning into his eyes. 
"I still didn't learnt my lesson!" 
"You are wounded, sir. | shall not fight you. This would be unfair." 


"Are you scared? You'd better be, since | have no mercy with young irreverent know-it-all, moreover a 


clandestine passenger." the pirate threatened, tilting his head. 
nl 


"Dammit are you a man or did you loose your balls during the storm? Show this lady how you can protect 


her!" 


Droomers's provocations worked quite well, for the younger man administered the first thrust. The captain 


avoided the weapon effortlessly, and responded by giving a few thrusts back, making the two arms clinking. 


"So.. Let me guess.." began Dennis. "You were disguised as a guard." he assumed, turning around and walking 


away. 


The red-haired man tried to impale the captain in his back but failed miserably when the latter grabbed him 
by the collar and threw him on the ground. 


"And when we told you to scarper, you followed us on the beach, then to the ship and climbed more or less 
discreetly aboard. Then you changed of clothes, | don't want to know how and you hid in the holds, just under 


our room. And you waited here, hoping someone or something would kill me." 


The clandestine man stood up and brandished his sword to sink it in the throat of his enemy. But Droomers 
stopped the thrust with his sabberand gave an astounding kick in the younger's stomach. 


"You're too slow, lad" 


Laid down on the floor, the ginger man was trying to catch his breathe, when the pirate approached with a 
heavy gait, then pointed his weapon under his chin. With his boot, the captain pushed away the sword and 


smirked. 

"Dennis please! Spare him!" Catharina implored to her lover. 

Curiosity killed the cat, young man. What am | saying, voyeurism killed the cat" he proclaimed in a suave voice. 
The boy was backing off on his elbow, anxiously observing the blade under his throat. 


"Did you like it when | opened her thighs like a legendary map leading to the most beautiful treasure in the 
world? Don't lie to me, you could see us through the floorboards." 


Tears quickly appeared on the cheeks of the man at the ground. He was definitely affected by this fact. 

"Did you enjoy to see an old sea dog deflowering her rose? It must be even more frustrating to know that | 
didn't rape her. Her voice is wonderful when she screams my name, don't you agree? A true angel, a mermaid, 
in my scarred arms, her waist squeezed between my buccaneer hands." he described the scene in his fresh 


memory. 


He was now circling around the boy, sliding his saber along the back the littlest. The cold of the blade made 
him shiver, as he listened the captain talking about the steamy night he had spent with Catharina. 


"My fingers.. Running through the fire of her hair, then along her fragile spinal column, to eventually caress 


and grip her little ass." 

"Stop it now!" the ginger man yelled, pulling out a dagger, which he tried to draw into Dennis's arm. 

"You only aim not vital parts." 

To protect his left arm, the pirate had placed his right hand in front of it, letting the blade penetrate the 
flesh from side to side. He didn't even scream. He was just staring at the young clandestine, straight into his 
eyes, showing the blood dripping from his hand, then feeling all the damages he was causing mentally and 
morally. 

"Nice to meet you, Van Aalsburg." 


"How do you know my name?" 


| see the way you're looking at her. | see how much you love her. In your place I'd stop to gaze at her 


cleavage." 
"Says the pirate who violated her." 


"| didn't. She loved every second of it. Don't you birdie?" 


She felt a lump in her throat, suffocating because of the truth. Of course she loved it. Of course she couldn't 
lie. Not now. 


"Oh, by the way, talking about birds.. | heard you don't really liketem. | think you will love mine." 

| fear raptors, not parrots." 

"That's a piece of luck! Hector?" 

"You raised a bird, Captain?" asked the lady, incapable of imagining such a man having sympathy for animals. 


"| found him, in India. He was wounded and couldn't fly anymore. But | took him with me to heal his wing and.. | 
think he appreciated it. Hector, old fellow, where are you?" 


A shriek made itself heard above them. On the mast, they could see a white shape, looking at them with 
intrigued eyes. The creature spread out its wings and flew right to the shoulder of its master. 


"Let me introduce you my black-winged kite, He doesn't really like to be locked in a cage. He's free to fly away 


if he wants. He only eats meat, like rats, lizards, smaller birds, but | don't miss the opportunity to give him 
higher quality meals. He loves human flesh." 


The white and gray bird of prey shrieked again, staring at the clandestine passenger with its big red round 
eyes. 
"Hector could you please." 


In the blink of an eye, the raptor clinged onto the pirate's sleeve and seized the dagger to extract it from his 
hand with its beak. Droomers growled of relieving and held his hurt limb. 


"Thank you... 


The two noble people noticed Hector didn't touch the flesh nor the blood of his master, and simply touched 


down on his shoulder again. 

"He is.. So beautiful. | never saw such a strange breed." 

"Do me a favor, Catharina, hold this bird for me." 

He gently wrapped her arm into a thick leather strap and placed the bird on her wrist, just in case the claws 


would dig into her skin. He kissed her forehead as he saw fear on her face. Most of the crew was afraid by 


this unusual creature, no one had the bravery to take Hector in his hand. 


"Why isn't it attacking me?" 
"We have a lot in common he and |. | think you don't displease him." 


The wink he gave her made her body melt. It was terrible to admit she was more than in love with this 


criminal, disquised as a merchant serving the Dutch crown. 


"What was | saying? Oh yeah.. A clandestine passenger on my ship. You're the one who cut the net, uh?" asked 


the pirate, even though it was a rhetorical question. 


The accused limited himself to lowering his eyes, aware of the danger he created when Catharina was on the 


most. 

"I thought she wouldn't let you help her." 

"Did you really cut the ropes?" the young lady asked, disappointed. 

"I didn't mean to harm you. My mission was to bring you back on the land, no matter the consequences. 
"Even the macabre consequences?" Droomers whispered in his ear. 


Catharina breathed harder and harder as dread captured her spirit. The captain walked toward her to embrace 


her body. Hector understood he had to leave space to the lovers and came back on his master's shoulder. 


"Poor little thing.. Who knows what could have happened to her if | hadn't been there to save her? This.. 
Pretty angelic face becoming pale and cold on the wet floor, broken neck, scattered bones and flesh all over 


the deck.. Nobody would wish such a tragedy, do you guys?" 


All the sailors answered together with a big no. They were quite enchanted to welcome this woman aboard, but 
worried about her destiny on this ship, within their superior's arms. Dennis grinned victoriously, then looked at 
his conquest, giving her his most charismatic expression, before kissing her passionately, his fingers covered in 
blood brushing her white throat. His tongue met hers without any shame, almost spreading slobber on her 

chin. The red-eye bird noticed an unwelcome hand approaching the couple, therefore reacted in the way he had 


been raised for: with his black pointy beak, the animal poked the fingers and the back of Van Aalsburg's hand. 
"You do not have the right to put your lips on her." 


"Just like you don't have the right to get on my vessel and spy us while she was becoming a woman. In 


addition, I've been extremely nice and conciliatory, | could have asked her way smuttier things." 


Trying to ignore these obscene words, the young aristocrat jostled the pirate and joined Catharina 


"Lady Van Der Laan, is thy heart beating to the ocean's rhythm, by the side of this criminal? He killed and let 


die innocent people." he added, frowning. 


"In the name of the Dutch crown, to bring back the richest treasures of India for us. These people are dead 


because of us. The power only cares about itself, Sir." 

Dennis chuckled as he heard the young woman reusing his words. 

"So then | lost thy love." 

"You never had it I'm afraid. That doesn't mean you don't have any esteem in my soul." 

“Ah... Duty and love.. Two different things. The big bad pirate and the devoted knight.. Both charming in their 
way if | can say so. The thing is that like in a poultry, there's only one rooster who can survive. Only one 
dominant stallion among the herd" Droomers declaimed. "And..." 

Van Aalsburg watched his enemy rinse his bloody hand with alcohol, emptying the bottle until the last drop hit 
the ground, then took the black opaque container in his other hand. his steps were slow, strong, uncertain in 
their direction. Still, he succeeded in inserting himself between the two youngsters, making the ginger man going 
back unconsciously against the central mast. 

‘| hate to share what belongs to me." 

The punch with the bottle he gave to the viscount was fast as the lightning and sufficiently hard to knock the 
poor man out. As glass pieces split on the floor, the red-haired clandestine fainted, not even having the time to 
catch his breath. 

"Dennis! What have you done?" 

"What was necessary. Hey, you two! Clap him in irons now." 

"Yes captain." 


"He won't bother us again 


As the two seamen disappeared with the unconscious aristocrat, the cook left his kitchen screaming and 


shaking his arms in the air. 
"What is it now?" the captain asked. 
"l-I found my apron.. All.. All covered in fresh blood! A-And the.. The floor, Captain! It's all bloody too!" 


"You use this horror?" 


‘It's not the meat, | promise!" 
"The beast.. You talk a bit to much for a chef" 
‘Its time to tell the truth." Clemens ordered, as he was showing the bloody bible. 


Understanding Clemens's threats were true, the sailors began to talk between them and complain about the 


stupid idea to leave Amsterdam's harbor. 


"Maybe it's not too late. | beg you my captain, Christ has forbidden to set sail on Easter Sunday." One supplied 


on his knees. 


"What? Your God? May he suffocate, may he rot! Kept that Bible close to me! His book of lies | shall now cast 


into the seal" the captain replied, snatching the book out Clemens's hands. 
"This is blasphemy!" the man yelled back. 


"You hold your tongue, or I'll rip it out and have you hanged for mutiny!" Droomers threatened, pointing out his 


finger under the nose of his interlocutor. 


The pirate was out of control, ready to chop off some heads. For a few seconds, the sailors stayed silent. 
Dennis threw the Bible overboard, then took Catharina to his arm, to accompany her to his cabin, in the hope 
that she would not get mad. But Clemens couldn't take it anymore. 


"Nol You cannot send us into madness!" 
"We shall not obey!" the crew chanted. 


Without warning, Droomers span around and penetrated the bearded man's tender throat with a knife hidden in 
his sleeve. The blade fell on the ground, which was becoming a huge red puddle. Clemens's jugular veins were 
wriggling out of his body while the blood was spraying over the captain's coat and face. The body tried to grip 
to the man, with a last sigh, a last sign of life. However it was too late, the soul was already gone, taken by 
death. His rolled upwards eyes gave him the face of a ghost, whom name was wept over by his closest 


relative. 


